little village school; his father died, his sisters married,
and, for some years, lapped about in his own secret
dream, he worked obscurely at his father's trade.
This was the humble reality that replaced the legend;
but Michel found it incredible precisely because it
was so easy to believe. Could the problem which had
tormented him so long really have so simple a solution ?
He was as troubled by the truth as he had been by the
lie, though for reasons exactly opposed, and his mind
relapsed into its old uncertainty.
But as he read on his indecision slowly yielded to a
strengthening conviction, until suddenly, no longer
able to withstand the evidence, he was filled with an
overwhelming sense of truth. It was as though the
whole universe had reeled. And through his first
stupefied amazement he felt towards the parents who,
instead of guiding him, had deceived him, that same
resentful anger which had overcome him in the days
of his childhood when he had discovered that the
Infant Jesus did not really come down the chimney
on Christmas Eve. Why had they lied to him? What
could be the reason for inventing such a hotch-potch
of oddities and absurdities ? Remembering all his vain
attempts to bend his reason to things against which
it had rebelled, he could not but laugh at himself and
reflect with bitter irony on all the time he had wasted.
But if he now saw that hitherto he had peopled infinity
with lies, now infinity seemed empty, with a new and
horrible emptiness which could not be filled by any-
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